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And build the golden pipes and synthesize

This people-organ for a holy strain.
We hold this hope, and still in all these eyes

Go sounding for the deep look which "shall drain
Suffused thought into channelled enterprise.

Where is the teacher?   What now may he do,
Who shall do greatly ?    Doth he gird his waist

With a monk's rope, like Luther ? or pursue
The goat, like Tell ? or dry his nets in haste,

Like Masaniello when the sky was blue ?
Keep house, like other peasants, with inlaced

Bare brawny arms about a favourite child,
And meditative looks beyond the door

(But not to mark the kidling's teeth have filed
The green shoots of his vine which last year bore

Full twenty bunches), or, on triple-piled
Throne-velvets sit at ease to bless the poor,

Like other pontiffs, in the Pooresfs name ?
The old tiara keeps itself aslope

Upon his steady brows which, all the same,
Bend mildly to permit the people's hope ?

Whatever hand shall grasp this oriflamme,
Whatever man (last peasant or first pope

Seeking to free his country) shall appear,
Teach, lead, strike fire into the masses, fill